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thirty |! tablishment of an Institution, havine for its 


vears has shed the light of usefnl learning and || object, first, the religions and moral: cond, the 


moral purity inte the minds of the daugl 


the land. ‘Thronelh its leneth and brea 


ttered the thousands whose characters have 


viers of || literary ; third, 


Ith are 


the domestic : and fourth, thre 


ornamental edneation of women; expecting to 


lattain these ends by strenethening and develop 


been moulded by the healthy influence of this || ing in due order and proportion the physieal and 
alma mater. And, whether they fill, as many || mental powers She sueceeded in eiving an im 
of them do, the most con picnous stations of se pulse which has wrought important changes in 
ciety. or, in the capacity of publ e teachers or} the character of female edneation. She wasa 
authors are imparting the Lght which they have || pioneer in this new field of use fulie >: and by 
received, o rladden the obs ire dwelling of the the judicions and en reetie application of eorrect 
more private walks of life, they every where rise} principles, she reared an Institution which has 


up and bless the Institution to whose fostcring not only ma 


eare they owe their sound minds, pur 
and energetic action, 

This sehool led the way in eiving 
mental proof that the most hig 


lellect is perfeetly compat ble w th fe 


minine | gifted individuals to become the educators of 
gentleness and grace, and that a judement]! female youth on rational and religious principles. 
tt rened and enheht l by s re study Mrs. Emma Willard founded the school, of 
condueecs to the su ful formanee of the! which the Troy Female Seminary is a continna 
minor offiees of the domesti« tation It has|ition in Middlebury, Vermont, in’ IS14 She 
exhibited the best ma r of fittin omen tol! removed it to Waterford in this state, on the 
discha their important dut , and to meet || promise of aid from the gentlemen of that plaes 
their high mn { wh they are thi n carrying before 1] legislature a petition for 
patient | ‘ domest comio 7 | atine aden ing oan stitution fo 
ind th andl « t of females Then for tl first th tiie ivhits of 
hi i if il { y} \1 Iomim woman 6 nd te edueation wer 1»! aquina 
Willard. | 1 ) ‘ ] | hall } ‘ ite 1] ‘ 
h fod f ment } 


{ } 1, 
ated in emaie educ 


} 


— 
s,| women, and furnished prinecipa! 


) 


de thousands of we ] -cdneate d, necfal 


and teachers for 


the most distingnished echools in every part ot 


tion, but by showing what ean be done im 


tion has induced hundreds of other 


| 


inercased, the school was removed Troy, in 
}821, that it might have the use of more com 
modijious buildings, 

Since the year IS37, this Tostitution has re- 
ecived a laree share of the literature fond. Ttys 
va d with a valuable Jibrary, extensive 
apparatus, &e, It has edueated more than five 
thonsand vounr ladies. Theaverage number of 
yalsistwohundred., Abouttwenty teachers are 
coustantly employed, which gives a ratio of on 
teacher to ten pupils, It has been conducted tor 
fonr years past, by Mr. John Tf. Willard and 
Mrs. Sarah L. Willard. The latter spent nineteen 
years in the Institution as pupil, teacher and 
viec-principal before assuming its government 

In this Institution the school year consists of 
{{ weeks, divided into two terms of 22 weeks 
ach; the one commencing the first Wednesday 
of March, at the close of which is a vacation of 
<ix weeks: the other comm neing the third 


Wednesday of September, at the elose of which 


- 


The charge for tuition and board, with all the 


st ' 


necessaries connected therewith, $200 perannum. 


An additional charge is made for music and the 
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From the Metropolitan. 
DEAF UNCLE JEFFREY, 
AND 
The Bittle Old Maiv. 
BY ABBOTT LER. 

Never was sucha commotion known in the 
annals of domestic moppery and broomery and 
scrubbery and dustery.—All good house-wives 
know how to turn a house upside down, and the 
dwelling into which we are about to introduce 
our readers was just in this agreeable predicament. 
The curtains were down and the carpets were up; 


: | 
the fires were out and the sweeps were in; the 


floors were wet and the cisterns were dry ; every 
thing was out of its place in the endeavor to put 
every thing into it; andthe whole houschold was 
in disorder while being put in order; and all 
because an old uncle was coming. 

All the little and the great Pokenhams were mus- 
tered, and marshalled and drilled. Mrs. Poken- 
ham took upon herself the office of drill-serjeant. 

“ Now girls, no quarrelling, nor contradiction, 


no buffing, no scowling, no scuffling—your old 


uncle’s coming. Now, boys, no fighting, and 
frolicking, and game-making—mind and put the 


best side out, and behave decently—you old 
uncle’s coming. And now, wiere’s Fanny Carr? 
She is always out of the way when she ought to 
be in it, and in it when she ought to be out of it. 
Can't any of you find Fanny Carr? I want to 
give her some hints and orders, because my old 
uncle's coming.” 

A little, plain, under-sized old maid, some 
where about four feet four inches anda half in 
height, about six stone six ounces in weight, and 
a complexion something between saffron and 
stone-blue, and dressed in a garb of forgotten 
date, was presently poked out of a corner by the 
young Pokenhams. 

“Fanny Carr,” said Mrs. Pokenham, “ have 
you done those few trifling things that I desired? 
Have you seen fresh linen put upon the best bed ?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“And have you cured the chimney board of 
its rattling ?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 
* And the windows from shaking ?” 

** Yes, ma’am.” 

“And did you see that the boot-jack and the 
slippers were placed ready to his feet ?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

“*And Mr. Pokenham’s last new dressing-gown 
into his hands ?” 

** Yes, ma’ain.” 

** And did you see that the coffee was properly 
cleared?” 

‘** Yes, ma'am.” 

** And the chicken and the botth 
ready to be brought up ?” 


ae 


of wine all 
Yous, ma'am.” 

* You know my uncle’s coming ? 

** Tlas any body told any body thatmy uncle's 
* asked Mrs. Pokenham. 


** Not a soul of us!” exclaimed omnes. 


“4 r 
coming 


* That's right. W hy, if it were once known, 
all the world fe 


we should have and his w her 


’ : 
mn than no time Scudamore would 


, 


\\be racketing and frolicking here, and Christopher 


and Kate mincing, and earneying, and blarney- | 
ing, and they’d try with a witness, to get my old | 
uncle from me.” 

“They'd get a troublesome customer,” said 
Miss Pokenham the first. 

“Yes, but one that I hope will pay well. Now, 
girls, if you dare to show any of your quizzings 
and huffings, and black looks, you'll spoil all, and 
we shall lose all my old uncle’s share inthe Bank 
of England. As for you, Jane, if you fall into 


that old trick you have got of turning up your: 


nose at every body—and you, Margaret, of curl- 
ing up your lip atevery thing—and you, boys, of 


badgering, and bantering, and worrying, why, we 
shall just be throwing away all uncle Jeff's Bank. 


‘stock and landed estates; and we mav as well 


have them, for we have as much right to them as | 
any body else.” 

“IT wish you may get them,” said Master 
Daniel. 

‘Most rare Daniel!” said Master Ifumphrey ; 


“IT wish I may.” 


” » * * * * * 


Thanks to the little sister of the primitive old 
maids, Fanny Carr, every thing was at length 
in perfect readiness; the carpets were all down, 
and the curtains were all up; the floors were dry, 
and the fires were lit, the covers were stripped 
from the best chairs, the sofa wheeled to the best 
place, the fire was blazing in all the beauty of | 
concavity, convexity, and contiguity, and every 
face arranged so as to look delighted at the arri- | 


val of tiresome, troublesome, cross, snappish old 


uncle Jeff. 
blowing of horns ; every body strained their eyes ; 
the Royal Blue flew past in grand style, the 
hors« Ss 


There came a sound of very brilliant 


prancing and ecapering, and the guard 
making melody witha buglehorn ; on it whirled 
and whirled, never stopping for any body, and of 
course no uncle Jeff could be there, and so two 
tedious hours were spent in fidgetings and gues. 
sings; aud then the slow coach was heard coming 
lumbering and trailing along, and it stopped at 
the steps of the respectable house where had 
been all the dusting, and mopping, and brushing, 


and brooming 


gy, anda great masculine head, with 
thick, heavy features and bushy eye-brows, and 
large lips, poked itself out of the window, and 
looked up to the house in question, surveying its 
well hearth-stoned step, and its clean windows, 
and the scarlet morcen curtains through them, 
and the bright blaze of the cheerful fire glowing 
and flickering over the window frames, with a 
morose, unpleasant look ; whereupon Mrs. Poken- 
ham, and all the tribe of Pokenhams, little and 
big, rushed out of the parlor into the hall, and 


out of the hall on to the door steps, and Mrs. Po. 


, 


kenham began to delight herown benevolent heart 
by assuring herself and her uncle, and congratula 


ting herself upon the information, that her dear, 


kind, good uncle Jeffrey was really looking full 
twenty years younger than when she last saw him. 
“ Dear uncle Jeffrey! how kindof you toe come 


and sce us! how delighted Iam to receive you 


My dear 


re joie? d 


in the bosom of my affectionate family ! 


Mr. 


you among us, and all my darling children have 


Pokenham will be as much to find | 


been so anxious to weleome you, that they could 


if, cr k ner «|. ep, for mmkin 


r and 


talking about you. But pray take care of the 
steps—they are so slanting, and slippery, and 


dangerous—not that you are in the least infirm 


‘but I myself had an awkward slip from them one 


day. Why, how well you are looking! you 
must be growing younger every day. I declare 
you look more juvenile than any of us. Daniel— 
Humphrey—call the servant to take your uncle’s 
luggage. 
a thing as you carrying your own luggage. 
Daniel! call somebody. 


can't you take it yourselves? My dear uncle 


My dear uncle, I cannot think of such 


Humphrey ! There, 


Jeffrey, pray wait tilla servant cancome. Danicl! 
Humphrey! why dont you move? 

Daniel and Humphrey stood with their hands 
in their pockets, staring very contemptuously as 
the cross-grained old gentleman took up a small 
hair trunk and leather hat-box in his hands, and, 


' under the running cannonade of Mrs. Pokenham's 


speech, proceeded to ascend the flight of steps, 
taking as little notice of the lady proprietress of 
the mansion as though he heard her not, which 
suppositious case appeared tou be pretty nearly 
the true one, as on their entrance into the par- 
lor, the morose old gentleman, laying his luggage 
very deliberately on the floor, proceeded to draw 
from the depths of his capacious pocket a very 
serious-looking ear-horn which having adjusted 
to his ear he turned a sour look upon Mrs. Poken- 
ham, and for the first time opened his lips. 

“Well ma’am, I told you I'd come some time 
or other and [’m here.” 

Had all Mrs. Pokenham’s energy and eloquence 
gone for nothing ? Had it all been wasted on a 
deaf old man, who had not been able to hear a 
syllable of her mellifluous accents ? was it all to 
do over again, and that too to the deteriment of 
her lungs, at the top of her breath? Yes, seem- 
ingly so, and accordingly the poor hard-worked 
lady began again shouting as loud as possible. 

** My dear uncle Jeffrey, we are all delighted to 
see you, and looking so well—younger than ever.” 

“Hey? what?” 

You 


looking so well!” shouted Mrs. Pokenham, grow. 


you! 


“We are all so glad to see | are 
ing very red in the face. 

* Do you think I look well, then ?” said the old 
gentleman. 

"Oh 
than when I last saw you.” 

“Hey ! What?” 

* You are looking so much better than you did 
back. 


vou were the same person. 


charmingly. Twenty years younger 


some time Nobody would believe that 
I am sorry, howev. 
er, to see that you are rather dull of hearing.” 

* Dull of what ?” asked uncle Jeff. 

‘“A little deaf,” shouted Mrs. Pokenham. 

* Deaf! who says that ['m deaf? a set of stu. 


pid people. 


I should like to know who told you 
I was deaf! a parce] of ignerant people !" 
* QO, I sec that it was all a mistake! only I 
thought that perhaps you had got a little cold— 
nothing more, nothing more,” shouted Mrs. Po 
kenham. 

‘I'm no more deaf than you are!” said the old 
gentleman. 


don’t know what I could be thinking of,” said poor 


‘No, no, uncle, IT see that you are not. 


|} Mra. Pokenham, whore lungs began to complain 


it being put inte such severe * But 


requisition 
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now, uncle, take the easy chair—it is such an |\know that isso natural; and they were saying— |ny Carr. Such an overgrown giant and such an 


easy one—we got it on purpose for you.” 


pose you think I’m getting old?” 


| but you must excuse them—what a fine-looking |undergrown doll. 
“I dont want your easy chairs! any chair is) 


easy toa healthy man like me. What! I sup. || 


man you are !”’ 


*“O no, dear uncle Jeffrey; you look full) sion! why, he would certainly make vinegar 
twenty years younger than when I saw you last. | with a look.” 


Here Fanny Carr, do take these slippers and this 
dressing-gown away. I don't know who could 
have thought of treating my dear uncle Jeffrey 
as if he were old or an invalid. Pray, Fanny, 
do move this foot-stool, and wheel this great 
unwieldly chair away.” 

The little old maid drew near much as if she 
had been a mouse approaching a lion, and pro- 
ceeded to do as she was bid with one of the most 


frightened airs in the world. ‘The great cross 


man looked down like a colossal statue on the! 


diminutive little thing who was thus called upon 
to wait upon his high mightiness. 

** Won't you go near the fire, uncle Jeffrey? 
it was made on purpose for you: we thought you 
might be cold,” shouted Mrs. Pokenham. 

“Cold!” sneered uncle Jeff, unbuttoning his 
coat. 

** Do open the window, Fanny Carr, my uncle 
Jeffrey will be suffocated.” 

‘**T wish you'd let the window be—and me too,” 
growled uncle Jeff. 


** And now, uncle Jeffrey, will you take tea or | 


coffee ? we have them both ready.” 


* Do you think I'ma tee-totaller ? Lhate slops !” | 


* Unele Jetfrey shall have a rump steak and 
oyster sauce. Would you like that ?” shricked 
Mrs. Pokenham. 


“I don’t like to be plagued ?” growled uncle Jeff. | 


Poor Mrs. Pokenham sat down in her chair, 
pretty considerably exhausted with shouting, and 
proceeded to lament herself and console herself 
in a low voice, perfectly comfortable in uncle 
Jeff's not being able to hear her, in spite of his as- 
surance that he was by no manner of means deaf. 

**Well,andsohe’s deaf! deafasadoor-nail! and 


how in the world I am to go on making myself, 


agreeable, I don’t know—I shall soon be per- 
fectly exhausted. And yet there is one little 
comfort in it—we need not be so very particular 
what we say. One may be able to express our 
sentiments without being constantly in danger of 
stumbling over some affront or another.” 

‘* Mamma,” said Miss Pokenham the cldest, 
“* | suppose we may speak, too, as uncle Jeff is 
too deaf to hear a word that we can say.” 

** Say what you will, only don’t look toward 
him, lest he suspect that we are speaking of him.” 

* | was only going to give you my opinion of 
this new relation of ours; why, mamma, he is 
amazingly ugly.” 

‘“* What of that?” said Mrs. Pokenham, * he 
is as rich as a Jew.” 

* Did you ever see such thick lips—such a 
thick nose—and such a thick head ?” said Miss 
Pokenham the second. 

** Don't make me laugh,” said Miss Pokenham 
the first, “ or else our deaf uncle Jeff will think I 
am laughing at him.” 

* What are you talking about ’” asked uncle 
Jeff, placing his car-horn readily for the answer. 

“ They were talking girl-like, unele Jeffrey,” 


shouted poor Mre Pokenham, * of you You 


} « Hey! what?" said uncle Jeff. 


| “ Margarct was only saying that you have 


such a powerful expression. Now, boys, if you 
|| begin to titter, Pll turn you out of the room.” 

| “ Ilow mamma is sweetening up deaf uncle 
Jeff! Mamma, I had better help you to a little 
| more, since it answers so well. Look huw he is 
staring at us with his goggle eyes.” 

; Hey! what?” said uncle Jeff turning again 
jjte Mrs. Pokenham. 

| ** Jane was only saying that you had such 
| peculiarly fineeyes. Girls, will you have done.” 
} ** No, inamima, it is too good fun—we must 
have a little more of it. Don’t you see how deafun- 
| cle Jeff is looking at us, and how red he is getting 
in the face ? His complexion and visage would do 
very well fora sign-post at some village inn.” 

* Hey! what?” interrogated uncle Jeff. 

“* Margaret was observing how fresh-complex- 
ioned you are, uncle Jeffery, and what a fine 
portrait you would make.—Humphrey, goout of 
the room. Daniel be quiet. Girls, girls! how 
dare you say such things before his face? 1 
| declare, I sit in fear and trembling.” 


* La, mamma, one may say what one likes— 
it’s all safe enough. Uncle Jeff is too deaf to 
hear, never fear. Besides, it docs him good to 
hear you interpret for us. You turn our sour 
into sweet, and he seems to like the flavor. Bet- 
ter give him a little more.” 

* Fo cding time is ndét over. 
more,” said Humphrey. 


Give him a little 


* Ilow can I keep my countenance, if you go 
on? Boys, be quiet.” 

“Itisso amusing to sce ma obliged to look 
pleasant when she isin sucha passion. Dear 
ma wouldn’t you like to box our ears ?” 

** Hey! what?” said uncle Jeff. 

“ The girls were saying, that they never saw 
me look half so delighted as I am now doing, tor 
the pleasure of seeing you here. Girls, if you 
will provoke me—boys, I will punish you for 
this. You are behaving shamefully.” 

* QO, mamma, it is so amusing to see you trying 
to look sweet and calm and pleasant at cross, 
deaf uncle Jeff, and yet all the while in such a 
"passion with us.” 

“Pil tell you what has just come into my head, 
mamma,’’ said Miss Pokenham the first—* now 
don’t let any body laugh—have you all got your 


listening faces ready? are they all screwed up 


yee 


not to laugh ; 


“ Hold your tongue, Jane,” said Mrs. Poken. 
ham. 


* Ready! ready!" exclaimed omnes 


‘6 Why this is my project,” resumed Miss 


Pokenham ; ** to make up a match between our 


little mimkin finikin Fanny Carr and our great 
deaf uncle Jeff.” 
Mrs. Pokenham half screamed with fear—the 


rest laughed outright. 


ae 


Mainma, they would be such a nice couple 


Our deaf uncle Jeff, and little minikin finikin Fan 


** La, ma, how can you say; I never saw any |your face is so on fire. 
|| body much uglier in my life, and then for expres- ithe world you are blushing about. Don’t you sce 


It's of no use blushing so, 
Fanny Carr—you make uncle Jeff look at you, 
He'll wonder what in 
jhow he is staring ?”" 

| Little Fanny Carr lifted up her cyes and saw 
| those of their formidable visitor fixed full upon her 
,face, whereupon she rose from her seat and got 
jout of the room as quick as possible. 

* * « * * “ * 

* Pray who is that little thing ’” asked uncle 

Jeffrey of Mrs. Pokenham, as they were left to- 
gether one evening—* pray who is that little 
thing who has just gone out of the room?” 
| “ Do you mean Fanny Carr? O, she is a 
little creature that has seen better days, and we 
let her be here because my feelings won't let me 
send heraway. She is so happy, and so attached 
to us, poor thing, and she just makes herself use- 
ful by doing any trifle that falls in her way. 
She keeps the keys of the store-room, and the 
tea caddy, and the wine cellar, and the beer, and 
the cellaret, and she fills up her time with sewing 
for the girls, and she has the care of the linen, 
and she makes all the pastry, and does the pre- 
serves—but what I must prize Fanny Carr for is, 
that she is such a good nurse—she nursed the 
children through all their maladies, and never 
left them when we had the searlet fever ;—every- 
body said that she would eateh it, but she never 
did though she was with them day and night. 
Yes, Fanny Carr is a most exeellent nurse.” 

** So she is your housekeeper, and your cook, 

and your plain sewer, and your nurse !” 

**O no, uncle, I don’t give her any wages.” 

“ A servant without wages ?” 

“ Unele, Lsee that you don’t like to have Fanny 
| Carr sitting at the same table with you. I am 

sure I beg your pardon, but I did not think of it. 
I don’t much think that she would lke to cat 
with the servants, but Pll see. At all events, I 
can send her her dinner up to herown room.” 

** Let the little thing stay ?” said uncle Jeff. 

*“ But, my dear uncle, | confess it was very 
thouglitless of me to seat her at the same table 
with you, and I can very well make her go.” 

“Then LT shall go too? said deaf uncle Jeff. 

“ Mrs. Pokenham of course immediately with. 


drew her prof r. 


Shiu could only regret that she 
had been so inadvertent as to place her highly- 
respectable, and highly-cndowed, and fortunately 
rich unele Jeffrey, at the same table with a poor 
littl: minikin finikin old maid. 


still tolerated, and uncle Jeflr: y secine d so far to 


Fanny Carr was 


overcome his aversion to her as to permit various 
little offices which she was constantly performing 
for him in character of general usefulness. She 
arranged the cushions in his easy-chair—for, 
after the first fit of sullenness, uncle Jeffrey per- 
mitted himself to be installed into its comfortable. 
ness—she fetehed him bis slippers, and re ached 
him his foot-stool, and got him the newspapers, 
and handed him his hat and his stick when le 


lwent out, andtook them from him when he caine 


in, and always met hin with a smile; and, some 


way or another, deaf uncle Jeff could hear Fam y 


Carr’s gentle voice almost without the help o! 


] ’ , ’ , ‘ 
his ear-horn, better than he « ld unucrstata 





fee 
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* * x * * * * 
* PT wish I had deaf uncle Jeffs money 
Master Danicl. 


He has not the heart to do any thine with it but 


’ 


said 
* How L would make it fly! 
keep it to get: moth-ecaten and rusty.” 
- Ther he 


plrey. 


is under the window,” said Hum 
** No matter what one says, he can't hear us 
It is such fun to look him in the face and hoax 


hin—telling him what an old curmudgeon he is, 


and all the while making him think that you are| 


paying the greatest compliments. Mamina docs 


that in fine style. Now Illshow you her honey, 
milk, and sugar way.” 

And so saying, Master Daniel walked up to 
his deaf uncle Jeff, and with an insinuating look 
and a soft smile, said, * it gives me the greatest 
pleasure to assure you that I think you have not 
sense enough to enjoy cither your life or your 
money.” 

** Hey 7" 


Jeff, applying his ear-horn. 


What do you say ?” said deaf uncie 

**O fie!” exclaimed the little old maid, turning 
very red—* how can you mock his infirmities in 
that manner!” 

“Til tell you what,” said Master Danicl, turning 
sharply round upon the poor dependant—* [ll tell 
you what—mammaordcred youto make the amia- 
ble to old deaf uncle Jeff here for our sake, but she 
begins to think you are doing it for your own.” 

“UO master Daniel!” exclaimed little Fanny 
Carr, * you know that Liry to be kind to every. 
body—indeed I ought, for I feel what it is to 
Wish for kindness myself; and when I see how 
you all play upon this poor gentleman, because 
he happened to be deaf, | can’t help feeling the 
more pitiful over hin; buat it would be just the 
same if he were poor.” 

“ Hey? hey? What does she 


uncle Jeffrey. 


say?’ asked 
** She says that she is qnite ¢ 


the trouble of speaking to you, sir, you arc su 
very deaf.” 
* Deal! di 


‘*T am not deaf—I told vou ail before that 1 was 


af! exelaimed the old vent!cman 


nol deaf.”’ 
* O Danicl !” 


tears in her eyes—** how can you so imisrepr 


exclaimed Fanny Carr, with the 


ree 


sent me 


ley ? Hey ? 


uncle Jeffrey. 


What does she say?” asked 
** She says, sir, that she is quite worn out with 

the trouble of shouting and running errands.” 
**O Daniel !” 
** And she says that if you don’t goaw ay very 

But 


r, and I shouldu’t wonder if shi 


ejaculated the little old maid. 
soon, she must. mamina is very angry with 
her for grumblin 
were to show her the way to the door.” 
"Nhe little old maid burst 
" Hey ? hey 4 


deaf gentleman. 


tito tear 
What’s allthis? eo yae ulated thie 


, and it’ 


“ O mamima, you are her laiorda tina 
said Master Danicl, as Mrs. Pokenliam entered 
* If L had not been here to meddle, Fanny Can 
Was nanaging deaf uncle Jeff in fine style.” 

** Fanny Carr,” said Mrs. Pokenham, “ your 
couduct has been more and more extraurdinary 
every day.” 

** What have I done?” 
maid, 


exclaimed the little old 


does not need much discerninent to see 


* You have been trying to manage my poor! 
silly uncle—that has been plain enough in my 
eyes fur a long time.—You tantle after him, and 
go about fetching, and carrying, and coaxing, 
and looking like a lamb, and you know that you 


! 


have your own private ends in it all.’ 


por 


* What ends can I have ?” exclaimed Fanny. 

“Why, Miss Carr, if I must speak the plain 
truth—and I ama plain-spoken person, you know, 
nut much given to flattery—I must say, that I 
see clearly enough what you are aiming at. 
When one party is foolishand the other is artful, it 
what is 
in the wind.” 


vee 


“ What do yon mean, ma’am ?” exclaimed the 
little old maid in an agony. 

“ Why, I mean Miss Carr, just this; you see 
that my uncle is asilly old man, and rich, and 
you being clever and poor, you think that you 
may be able to catch him in a mateh.—You 
think that it would be a better thing to be Mrs. 


|| Jeffrey, and keep your carraige, than even to 


live the idle which you are now doing. 
* "The idle life which I now lead!” exclaimed 
the little old maid. 


have no end, through all the weary days, without 


** I, who toil in labors which 


either thanks or wages !—and now to be accused 


of this!’ 

* You see that my unele is halfa fool, and you 
think that you can juggle him into marrying you. 
But 1 tell you once more that I will not stand by 
and see such things done in my house; so just 
have the goodness to tic up your things, and take 
your departure in an half an hour—and very 
glad shall I be when you are fairly gone, for I sec 


how artful you are, and there is 


where 


no knowing 


the mischief may gnd.” 
Fanny Carr burst into an awony of tears. 
“ Mr. Jetfrey is not the take 


weak man you 


him, but clear-headed and strong-iminded enough 
to detect we, if LT were the artful creature 


you 


accuse me of being. But Il will wo. I will not 


l 


stav to be accused of cating thi 


bread ol idic- 


ness, or practicing subterfuges—no, I will go and 
| 


bey my bread rather than that! any thing os 
better than that ;—only—only—don't laugh at 
him any more, poor gentleman, for if he were to 
find it out he would feelit for he is not so maple 


as you think him, dear, poor gentleman.” 


* Hey? hey? what docs she say asked 


unele Jeff 


YO, hiv dear uncle Jeffre Vv, don't mind her. 


She isan ungratet ‘reature, after all the kind 


ness Which we have shown her, to be weary of 


paving you a few little attentions which 1 had 


: ‘ ; 
enjoined upon her. But my dear unele, I hav 


sent her away. Nobody shall slight you i imy 
house, so | have sent her a . 

os Llunapl ” said uncle Jeff 

* x “ , , s 

The little old miaid’ cyes were almost drov 
with tears—-and, whatever poets luay say or 
rhyme on the superlativen of the beauty 
bloodshot orbs, and their red curtains, and 
that, we have always boon accustom tos 
those sort of things amazingly unbecoming Bist 
it happened that our little hervine forgot to con 
sult her looking-glass upon the oecasion, and 
consegucatly her eyes becaine something like the 
red sca. ‘1 poor little body, = 


as expeditiously as might be to lay her scanty 


wardrobe as straightly as possible in a wooden box, 
which was both smal! enough and large enough ; 
her needles and her knitting; a tew 


letters, carefully tied 


to collect 
up with a piece of faded 
blue ribbon, the dates of which proved ehrono- 
logically that the paper had been made full twenty 
years ago, all of them written in a neat mascu- 
line hand, like that of a school usher, and dated 
as many years back; to look very particularly at 
and sigh over a little morsel of sandy hair; to 
stroke her favorite pussy for the last time ; and 
then to take her clogs, her reticule, and her 
an old su:nmer-house ; to 


umbrella; to look at 


vather two or three leaves from an old tree ; and 
to pass through those inhospitable doors into the 
wide, bleak and eold world, alone—alone. 

There are some hearts hke some vegetables 
they take root any where, no matter how unta- 
vourable the soil, or how blighting the atmosphere. 
Thus it was with the little old maid. In spite ot 
derision, and scorn, and buffeting, her teelings 
had to the that 


surrounded her simply because they had nothing 


crown inanimate stone walls 


else to cling to; and if the mere impulses of a 
loving nature could thus attach her to repelling 
] 


ti rae riyv 


and re pulsive miivht she 


1 ay 
ob) cis, mow 


have loved what was re ally loveable! 


} 


Poor Fanny Carr, with the liberal, large and 


| shil 


inexhaustable sum of somewhere about five 


lings in her pocket, looked mentally round fora 


shelter for her head, and having bethought hea 
selfofone of Mi l 


. Pokenhasn’s discarded servants, 


, 
who had married and settled, determined upon 


! 1 


' 
SCCHIMIY SUCIL 


er there. 


In a littl: cottave by the road side, as clean 


e ’ 


as those dear cottages of England ever are, 


with a neatly trimmed garden without, luxuriant 


in summerblossoms, and with the whitest of white 


curtains within, and the reddest of red floors, and 
the brightest of round tables, and the most re 
resplendent of fire place , sat the little old maid, 
dressed as neatly as if fairy hands had been her tis 

woman, and working at her needle as blithely as 
birds p rm their daily task of singh What 
though her five-shillings were nearly exhausted 


! ! 
sh CUUIG Carn aillie 


independence, and independence was happiness. 
ty . ‘ i decd eeiilel a litt! ! 
sere Came a great du Whilst the littl: old 
maid was thus delving for happiness and sixpencs 
a day, andan ofcarriage-wlhcels; and looking 
‘ - g 
nt «| miielit | ' } \ ] 
Ipto sce Whath il DE COMIN, Silt tWa plain, 
respectable, grave, steady, brown-visaged cat 
' nl 1 ' vith , hy tT i hye 
i ana op » WwW 1 Couchinan i a rown 
very before, and a servant in a brown livery 
eated in the box behind, and lo and behold it 
topped at the very ecottage-door where she was 
working; and so the littl old maid jumped up, 
ind threw down her cotton and her scissors, and 
misten tu tell 1 } ha t wasall a mistake, 
wn, to her particular tonishment, she saw 
itt Jetlrey t! y vin thre teps, and 
i it cot re garacn, and Cuomilne 
iatt “joo \ thhustar, the deat 
. , ' 
Nl ( ! Ve band im hh 
al erieraritie ‘ tasg ze, Which 
t { mac i nn cr oul, winch, 
we ‘. ( not « nT la ‘ ol ill S17 
very ldom ery ul at a@ squeeyz of the ham 
; r 1 t 
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ophically, and then uncle Jeffrey proceeded to | 


draw one of the bright-ruabbcd wooden bottom 
chairs to himsclf, for his own particular use, and 
to sit down upon it close to the little eld maid. 

“ T hope you are well, Mr. Jeffrey,” shouted the 
little old maid; “tit is very kind of you to com 
and see me. I hope you are well.” 

* Quite well, thank you,” replied uncle Jeffrey, 
“and now tell me what you think has brought 
me to see you?” 

‘Perhaps, said the little old maid, coloring 
slightly with the remains of a well-whipped, well- 
worn down, well-subdued pride, perhaps you 
wanted me to do some plain work for you, Mr. 
Jeffrey. Lam taking in plain work.’ 

* You need not speak so loud, my dear,” said 
deaf uncle Jeff: * you know you will tire yourself, 
you will exhaust yourself.” 

“Oh, Mr Jeffrey !" said the little old maid, the 
tears rushing in her eyes. “O Mr. Jeffrey, pray 
believe that I never complained nor even felt ita 
trouble to talk to you. Indeed, I did not! I 
don’t know how soon I may be afflicted myself.” 

Unele Jeffrey took Fanny’s hand, and gave it 
another squeeze that almost threatened it with 
compression. TL know you did not.—Yet never- 
theless, you must not speak so loud.” 

“ But you have not your car-horn,” said Fanny 
Carr, persisting in shouting, lest her visiter should 
think that she grudged the trouble; * but you 
lave not your ear horn.” 

* Bat you know that IT always told you that 1 
was not deaf.” 

The little old maid looked perplexed. 

* But you never believed me—was that it?” 

The little old maid colored crimson, but she 
could not deny i 


*“* Well then if lwas deaf lam better.” 


little old maid, for itt must be a miscrable thing 
not to hear a word that is said to us.” 

* Vot sometimes it is better not to hear what 
is said of us,” replied ancle Jeffrey. 

The little old maid colored deeply. She re 


had Deen said of Lim 


membered too wellall that 
} fore hi lhl. 

* But do you know that [ had, even when | 
wus atthe worst, quit hearing enough to know 
how kind you were to me, and how amiable to 


every body cis 


“Oh, you are too wood to think so,’ said tin 
little old maid with a blush. 

* And now tell m your plans, and if ther 
any thing T ean help you in, and really you need 


not spe ak so Joud. You know - could always 


understand you, even when IT was very hard of 


hearing. Now tell me your plans.” 

Oh,” said the littl old maid, ** they are on 
told. Th peopl who live hi re wel Vrs Po 
keuham’s servants, and they are very kind tom 
and I have got plenty of work, and [I have go 
plenty of money, and J br qt happy and con 
fented., Only if you Want any hirts made 

“TT certainly would not let you do them.” 

OD); Xe timed j it y ri 

** No, tha I wou hot ] tlen ‘ 
your kindness’ your yl tv. ¥ teresicc 
ness of character « somethin better 
Now you lh told inc your plans shal! € tell ! 


** Well, then, to begin with myself,” said uncle | 


Jeffrey, “ I have a few thousand a year, I have a}j 


carriage and horses, and servants, and a very good 
house, and gardens and orchards, and_ pleasure- 
grounds ; and I believe that all my own country 
consider me me rather a respectable man.” 
Fanny Carr got up and courtseyed. 
“* But yet_I have the character of being a 


severe and sarcastic and morose man.” 


** O no, that you are not!” warmly interrupted | 


the little old maid. 

* Tam glad that you do not think so. Well, 
[have one want in my house. Can you guess 
what it is?” 

Fanny looked puzzled. “ Money will buy 
every thing.” 

‘* Not the thing that I want.” 


‘ 


- 


Then it must be something very particular 
indeed.” 

“It is something very particular indeed.” 

* O, Pll help you to find it.” 

“That is very kind, and I hope you will—I 


want—something to love.” 


“e ” 


The world is full of such things,” said the 


little old maid. 


se 


'l'o you who love every thing from the over- 
flowing of your heart, but not me.” 

Poor Fanny looked infinitely perplexed. “ I 
wish I could do any thing to help you.” 

* Youcan. I told youl had a carriage and ser- 
vants, and house and furniture, and plate and 
money, but [have no one to share them with 
ime ; no one to ride with me, walk with me, talk 
with me, take the head of my table—to love me 
if they could. In short, I wanta wife. Will 
you take this troublesome office.” 

“O, Mr. Jeffrey!" exclaimed Fanny Carr, 
with a face as red as blushes could make it. 

x “ , i “ * , 

The plain brown chariot with the brown horses 
and brown hammer-eloth, and the servants in 
brown liveries, drew up with a great dash, quite 
nan unusual manner, at Mr Pokenham’s door. 
It was very evident thatevery thing belonging to 
the brown atlair was in a considerable state of 
excitement, infact quite ina brown fever or sort 
of etferveseence, and some way or other the ayi- 
lation was communicated to the family of the 


= | “— 
l ORCHIDS W 


mn 

“Whocanit be!’ exelaimed Mrs. Pokenham. 
Don't brine them in here, but show thei into the 
agrawing-foom, | alwavs like to receive carriage 
people in the drawing-room; and Jane, feteh me 
a clean pair of gloves.” 


* Ta, mamma, a wedding! look at the white 
favors!” exclaimed M 

“Then there’s one chance less in the world,”’ 
said Miss Pokenham th ccond. 


all right,” said Master Daniel, * 1 like 


rridceak und [ don’t care how many peopl 
harry ana are om rable, so that l vet a good 
{ th { 
l like tl ‘ if i” ¢ { a l] a thre 
Ca _ Suid Ma ter it ey 
- | ) Veiaiti 1 Mrs ’ niiaim,** iz clare 
not dea cle Jeff! It t d be glad 
acome back to Trias nso v comlorta 
, } ! ithe isy ¢ l , that l th jeri 
he'd soon want to | pad avain, i that Jiut di 
t y Fa y Carr iad ty red his mune 


! ss 


He’s a good customer,” said Master Daniel. 
‘* Mamma’s legacy will keep well; it will be 
fine high game,” said Master Humphrey. 

** How smart uncle Jeff is!” said Miss Poken. 
ham the first. 

“White silk and pumps, I declare, and a flower 
in his buttonhole !” 

** And what on earth is that little lump of finery 


poe 


‘behind him?” said Miss Pokenham the second. 

“Why, goodness gracious! you don’t think 
that uncle Jeffhas been such an old stupid as to 
get married himself!” said Miss Pokenham the 
first. 

“ Tshall faint at the bare supposition,” exclaim- 
ed Mrs. Pokenham—* an unnatural monster!” 
| Here he comes, and his queen doll with him.” 
| Uncle Jeffrey walked into the room as stately 
‘as the tallest grenadier in the service of Frederick 
the Great, dragging after him a bundle of white 
satin and white lace, and French blond and white 
kid gloves and orange blossoms, and it really was 
astonishing to see how many dozen of yards they 
had managed to tic up together. 

“Is it you, unele Jeffrey?” shouted Mrs. Po- 


kenham, of course not expecting an answer to 


her question, 

* Yes Lhave brought you myself and my better 
half.” 

“* What do you mean, uncle Jeffrey.” 

* You need not speak so loud,” said uncle 
Ji firey. 

“True, true,” said Mrs. Pokenham, “ [ had 
forgot that you are not at all hard of hearing.” 
‘fam not,” said uncle Jeffrey. 

Mrs. Pokenham stared in spite of herself 

* T always told you that I was not deaf.” 

* You did, of course you did.” 
** But vou never believed me.” 

**O yes, that Lam sure I did,” shouted Mrs 
Poke nham. 

“ Speak ina whisperas you usedto do. Can't 
you tell each other what a fool, and a dolt, and 
what a picce of ugliness is cross and deaf old 
uncle Jeff.” 

* O, uncle, and can you really hear?" 

* Ay, a pin fall to the ground; [ always had 
excellent heat ng.” 

* Yous, unele, | know you had.” 
* But you don’t believe it.” 

**QY, certa nly, Ce rtaiply B aa 

“Well, if some people are hard of hearing, 
others are hard of belief. Pi rhaps you wont 
believe me when I tell you [am married.” 

* Married! and to whom?” 

Unele Jeffrey lifted up the veil of the bundle 
of white satin and pomps and vanities, and intro 
duced * Mrs. Jeffrey.” 


te 


Fanny Carr! 


’ 1 y 
exclaimed the whole congre 
a 
gation. 
* Wretch of a man!” exclaimed Mrs. Poken 


ham * Is it thus you come to wound our feel. 


* And to make you what I hope you will con 
sider a handsome present 
*“ How liberal! how kind!” exclaimed Mrs 
Pokenham, her hopes reviving. 
* Yes, indeed, I have brought you my ear-horn 
with whit band, and I hope you will keep 


it hung up her nu the drawing-room, to remind 


| ‘ 
§ 
j 
a 
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For the Rural Repository. 
MORAL PRINCIPLE. 


Novueur is desirable in human character only 
as it approximates to the eternal principles of 
justice. Robbed of the ennobling influence of 
moral principle, and man has lost his most princely 
gem; deprived of this, he is like the mariner des- 
titute of his compass, thrown upon the sea of 
the human passions, and subject to the ever- 
varying breeze of fickle fortune, with no principle 
to guide and no motives to actuate his course. 
Cheered by its enlivening power, man is elevated 
to his dignified position in the sphere of animated 
existence, he gropes no longer in the dark laby- 
rinths of human error, but rises instinctively from 
the contemplation of ** Nature up to Nature's 
God,” and is wrapped in admiration of the im. 
maculate perfections of the great eternal Source 
of power; he stands erect, ‘* an honest man, thx 
noblest work of God.” What a sublime specta- 
ele does the human mind directed by the God. 
like power exhibit! a being fashioned by an 
Almighty hand, created a little lower than the 
angels, and gifted with moral and intellectual 
powers before which the eye of hatred cowers 
and is abashed. The heavens may lower—Na. 
ture may mutter forth her fearful vengeance in 
the howlings of thunder—the lightnings vivid 
flash may glare—the elements may war with 
dreadful discord, but within all is peaceful and 
serene, supported by an approving Conscience, 
the most awful visitations of Providence pass by 
him as the * idle wind which he respects not.” 

Let then the youthful aspirant be pointed to 
the temple of fame, and taught that in the * bright 
lexicon of youth budding forth to the maturity 
of manhood, there is no such word as fail.” It 
Wasa sentiment of the immortal Washington 


that private virtue was the only sure foundation 


of national prosperity. How sublime the thought! 
How beautiful the conception! a nation led to 
glory, not by the power of its armies and navics 
not through fields of blood and carnage, at which 
the heart si kens and recoils, but by thie pot nt 


le and tntellectua 


energics of moral princip 
‘That such may be the destiny ofour belov 
try will ever be the Chiristian’s fervent prayer, th 
statesman’s proudest object, and the patriot’s 
fondest hope. Well then might the enthusiastic 
exelaim, * Happy : 


Well then might the 


te 


Phillips proud America! 
American boast with patri 
otic zeal of the land of civil and religious liberty, 
For th 


accomplishinent of this great and glorious result, 


of moral purity and intellectual power. 


the intellectual and moral cultivation of the youth 
Let then this 


truth sink deep into the hearts of the American 


of our land is only necessary 


people. Let the youth of America be taught in 
the « xpressive language of Pope, 


‘ Know then this truth, enough for man to knov 


That virtue alone is happiness below 
Deprive our fayored land of the influence of 
moral principle, and the eagle of liberty d 


‘ \ 


ing to cover with her protecting wing a secne of 
moral pollution, would soar to some more con 
genial clime, then would this glorious system 


crumble to the dust. Yes, this beautiful fabric, 


reared by the venerated hands of our pilgrim 
fathers, and consecrated by the blood and suffer- 
ings of millions of freemen, would totter and fall, 
and with it would fall our sublime principles of 
freedom, our civil and religous liberty, our proud 
hopes, our brilliant anticipations of future great- 
ness, all, all! to be buried in one common, one 
awfulruin! ‘The glorious orb of day might con. 
tinue to shed her refulgent rays, bit they would 
cease to shine o’er the land of stern integrity, of 
brilliant genius, and noble daring; they would ao 


longer gladden the hearts and irradiate the pros- 


g 
pects of happy millions, but al] would be one 
loathsome, horrid scene of anarchy and bloodshed, 
at the contemplation of which the mind instinct- 
ively recoils. ‘The star-spangled banner might 
triumphantly wave o’er our shores, but every 
thing would join to rebuke its mockery, the earth 
would whisper it where’er we tread, our tower- 
ing hills would fling back the echo, and our forests 
would become vocal with the exclamation, ** the 
W.G.B. 


glory of America has departed !” 
Alhany, March 3, 1842. 
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THE DUTCUMAN AND HUIS $1,000 BILL. 
Away back in the state of New 
Dutch 


always keeps about hima thousand dollar bill, 


-York, lives a 


farmer, well to do in the world who 


With this bill in his pocket, and a shabby coat upon 
his back, he prides in playing tricks with stran. 
gers ;—particularly such country merchants as 
have recently commenced business in the neigh. 


borhood, and are not acquainted with his pecuni- 


s 
ary Circumstances, 

As an instance of this kind, he went lately toa 
new merchant, with his clothes all in rags, h 
loesst ck ng outtha ugh ShHoCcs, Lis hat without 
a crown, andhis beard two wecks old, and ordered 
a few dollar worth ol rood Thi mere nt 
stared at him, but as there was no hazard in 
laying out the articles for him, none of which 
were to be cut, heexecutedthe command. When 
Lhe goods W ec ready, t rerchant stared more 
to hear ils st irvy ¢ istumer ask lin to charg 
Lhem 

** Charge them exclaun 1 man me! 
chandiz ha, ha! y notin t habit o 
char i our go < y body We keep a 
sharp OK it for brea 

* Won't cha e ’om i 

Not 1 yyou, I thank You m 1 \ i 
better coat on your ba Loe ete ait miu 
1) n, | \ ti won't chat , _. said th 


Dutchman w i great moderation, * Tmust dry 


and pay for ’em down, if so be supposin’ I can 
mustermonevenough.” ‘Then taking athousand 
Jollar bill from his poeket extended it towa 
the mere int vit 1 lea il j 
‘Vil \ icha aat 
Phat what at i! ‘ ] It 
npo ) that il a man ¢ \ | iT 
ance 
“* Wat, M ' i ‘ " 1) 
i ! it t i al 
AL iman ol warane ( the 
wr iat. ° \ itho ind ao i @ 
(v I< ula have Vor 
Non ol i tamnt ‘ I | {\ I 


please, Misther—but give me my, change, dat I 


S 
may pe off to my farm agin.” 


A thousand dollar bill! 
If I may be so bold.” 


* Off to your farm! 
Who are you! 
‘“ Who be’s 1 


own neighbors, man?) My name be’s Fritz Van 


Why don’t you know your 


Volger—a poor man, mit not more as von tousen 
acres of landt, and dis schmall pill in mine pocket, 
dat vas—so if you vil change it, and let me be 
gone I'll dank you.” 

* Change it! Lord, sir where should I get 
money enough of a morning to change a thousand 
dollar bill ?” 

* Den vat shall I do, Misther? you won't 
drust me nor you von’t change my tousen tollar 
pill.” 

“Trust you! Mr. Van Volger—that I will, to 
the amount of a thousand dollars, if you wish. 
You didu’t suppose that I was afraid to trust 


you,” said the merchant growing very com 


plaisant. 


* Tlaw, haw, haw! roared the Dutchman as 


loud as he could laugh you begins to haul in 


your horns a Strar what 


Ww mide rsa schimall 


little, docs you ie 
tousand dollar bill, will work 
in a man’s good opinion! so you'll drust me now 
will you?” 

* Certainly, certainly, sir. 
‘* No, Pll be tamn’t if you shall—if so be sup 
yvosin’ I can find silver enough in mine pocket to 


As he said this the Dutchman hauled 


i 
pay you.” 


out an old stocking full of dollars, paid for the 


woods, and giving another hearty haw, haw, haw, 
at the aston hinent and sudden chang ol Opinion 
| 


of the merchant, departed. 


RISING IN ‘THE WORLD. 


Tue only way to rise in the world, even for the 
prosperous man, is to cultivate his mind and 


manners, and educate his family. It is not to 


set up his carriage, though this may be perfeetly 


allowable, if he can afford it. It is not to resort 
to this or that watering place, though there is no 
objection to doing that if ine ple i It is to 
raise lis family in the seale of moral and intellect 
al beings. It not to bring up his sons in 
\ under ft yl sterous notion of making 
them gentlemen, and in so duing make them 
foy rnd dan nstead in} n, and thus prepare 
hem for squandering hisestate much faster than 
! ama | li not to cducate his dauchters 
th om ly showy accomplishments, and with 

i x} i n that this world is to be asa show, 
ind | a lhwlid \ That the best sy tem ot 
g in th rid that he ean give, is to despise 


sock ty , to set at nought 


the despotism of foreign fashions, to perecive and 

st the absurdity of a business community 

! wing in th votsteps of the die and worthless 

a Locrac f Kur p It would show hoy ful 

ns of rising above the vulvar, both great and 

HWlali, hae ‘ Id refuse to countenance thre 

nonsense of turning night into day, and day into 

rit ind as the end of societ enjoyment, 

! would pere ve tl nidicttioust sof going to 

L party o l it 1 | ir of retiring 
! ~f 

It would sl that | t n the world, 

f hould bring up b to some useful, hon 

rable,and profitable employment, and sa them 
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from the degradation of living to show off their!! 


persons and fine clothes in the streets—if he 


should infuse into the minds of his children a 
strong tincture of common sense, and teach them 
to look on life as a scene of elevated duty and 
responsibility, instead of an opportunity for the 


indulgence of ambition, vanity and selfishness. 


STEPHEN 


was one of the 


GIRARD. 
best 


working classes that ever lived. He 


THis man friends of the 
admired 
industry as much as he despised sloth; and there 
has never been known an instance where he did 
not furnish employment or money to an industri- 
ous man in distress. 

Karly one morning, while Mr. Girard was 
walking round the square, where the mechanics’ 
houses now stand, John Smith, who had worked 
on his buildings in the humble capacity of hod. 
carrier, and who Mr. G. had noted for his unusual 
activity, applied to him for assistance, when some- 
thing like the following dialogue ensued : 


: You want to work ?” 


** Assistance! work, ha 
** Yes, sir; it’s a long time since I’ve had any 
thing to do.” 


Very well; Ishall give you some. ¥ 


ou sce 
dem stone yondare ?” 
‘* Yes, sir.” 
‘Very well; you shall fetch and 
You sce ?”’ 

** Yes, sir.” 

* And 


bank "= 


Smith diligently performed his task, which hk 


put him in 


this place. 


when you done, come tou me at my 


accomplished about one o'clock, when he repair- 


ed to Mr. G. and inforined him that it was fin 


ished; at the same time asking if he could not 


give him some more work. 


ry 
“Ah, ah! Oui You want more work ?— 


Very well—you shall go place dei stone wher 
you got him, Understandez You take him 
back si 


on *” 
Yes, sir 


‘ When vou done, come to my hous: I shall 


pay vou.” 
1 
h having 


ad on Vii 


Away went Smith to his work, whi 
got through with about sunset, le wait 
Gi. for his pay. 

* Ah, ah! 

‘“ Yes, sir.” 


Ve ry we ll. 


poe 


You all finish?” 


llow much money shall 
you 


** One dollar, sir. 


* Dat is honest. no advantang 


Dare is your dollar.’ 


* Thank you, sir. Can I do any thing els 
for you?” 

* Oui. Come here when you get up to-mor. 
row. You shall have some work.” 

Next morning, on calling, Smith was nota 
little astonished when told that he must ** take 


deinstone back again 3" nor washis astonishment 
diminished, when the order was repeated for the 


fourth and last time llowever, he was one o 


those happy kind of persons who minds 
pp) | 


business, and he went on with his job with all 


nable. Whenhe called on 


the indifference 


mag 
Mr. G. in the evening, and informed him that 
the stones were “ as they were,” he was salute 


you mind your own business; you do what is told 
you; you no ask questions; you no interfere. 
You got one vife ?” 

aa VY s, sir.” 

“ Ah, dat is bad!* Von vife is bad! Any de 
little chicks?” 

* Yes, sir; five living.” 

“Five! dat is good—lI like fivet—I like you, 
Monsicur Smith—you like to work—you mind 
Now I do something for your five 


There, take these five pieces of 


your business. 
little chicks. 
paper! for your little chicks; you shall work for 
them; you shall mind your business, and your lit- 
tle chicks shall never want fivemore. Good bye.” 

The feelings of the grateful man being too 
much overcome to allow him to reply, he depar- 
ted in silence; and, by minding his own business, 
he is now one of the wealthest of the 
Philadelphia, 

* Mr. Girard was unfortunate 
being a coufirmed lunatic for several years previous to her 
death 


Itissaid Mr G. believed there was a magical influence 
haps because it Was the day of the 


name i 


in this respect, his witt 


in the figure 5—pe 


monthonu Which be laid the foundation of his immense 
fortune 
hey were five one hundred dollar bills 


ANCESTRAL VANITY. 


lately delivered a 


NAPOLEON— 


Junge Barron, lecture in 


Philadelphia upon ** Ancestral Vanity !’—during 


V hi ch he related the follow ne character stic 


inecdote of Napoleon :- 
Napoleon was a great man, beyond the acei 


dents of power and fortune. Ile had a just idea 


of ancestors. On one occasion, when the young 


man, fresh from the charity school of Briennie, 


+! 


was hailed with 


if Ttalv,a fawin 


universal acclamation as the 


conquerot off shot of nobility met 


him at Milan, with a long pedigree in his hand 


* General,” said the noble, ** this parehment 


roves your descent from the family of B maparte, 


, 
who where nobles in’ Florence, some Liires 


Phe young general took the parchinent. 


descent from the noble family o 


3 maparte , Gocs it? Ny noble trie na, l thar k 
lserve me instead 


hen T shave 


With this snee. rreply, he turned from the 
lordling, ut " the celebrated sentiment as he 
walked away: “ Lam the founder of my own 


fortunes. I] date my pedignre not tromomusty 
parclhiments, or worm-eaten roils of ti raldry, but 


from myself—I am the first of my line.” 


HOW ‘TO BE RICTI. 
Tur secret is not in carning, but in saving 


Almost any man can carn money but few can 


keep it. A small sum is disregarded, yet a large: 
on is only several sina r ome united, Unless 
little sums are laid together how can there be a 
reatone ' Suppose a persol L\ acent every 
aay at t end of th yea i } ~ SOO il 
the end of thirty year a it SLOU, ineludin 
liter { I] ca { I 4 1to say a 
cent a day. llow manv can save ten centsa 


SiUUU in twenty 


* Ah, Monsieur Smith, you shall be my man, | 


the interest of a dollar for a year. Are there not 
often oceasions in the course of a day, when a 


person spends six cents or one cent, which he 


might avoid without feeling the worse for it? 
There go his ten centn a day—his $1000 in 


twenty years—the very interest of which would 
perpetually afford him and his heirs a_ clear 
income of 860 per annum. 

Many grow rich by saving with very little 
facility of earning. Some old men have always 
lived well, and are very rich by mere saving, but 
who did not earn so much daily as their neighbors. 
They did not foolishly buy things which they 
could do just as well without ; and therefore have 
while others are obliged to 


money to lend, 


borrow. This is economy; but join industry, 


and wealth accumulates fast. 


A Sensinte Woman.—A newly licensed grog 
scller, anxious to have something new and stri 
king as a sign for his establishment, asked his 
wife to devise one for him, as she possessed fine 
taste. ‘* No,” said she, * it is dirty business you 
are going into, I will have nothing to do with it.” 


The husband insisted, however and told her that 


1c had paid for his license, and determined to 
retail. ‘* Well then,” said his wife, ‘* just paint 
a great big horn, and yourself crawling out of 
the little end of it. 


Were it not 


snbscribers pay so promptly, we should be apt to 


Dunning GRACEFULLY.- that our 
send a swect girl, with a voice like a flute, with 
our bills.—Said a pretty woman the other day to 
* Husband has 


made mea present of that little bill you owe him 


good standing 


a tradesman in v, 


yee 


convenient to pay it to day 


It was 


Is it perfectly 
( ould moral man resist such an app al 


paid instantly, with one inexpressibl 


smnile, and 
thie lady departed, 
Letters Containing Remittances, 


Received at this Office, ending Wednesday last, deducting 
a 


th mount of postage paid 
J. A. W. Edgefield, S. C. 81,00; A. F. Detroit, Mich 
for Vol. 19, S100; C. L. Stowe, Vt S100; H. Po PL The 


Square, No V. tor Vol 19, 81,00: M.A.S. Newburgh, N.Y 
S100: WL ALS. Claverack, N.Y. 81,00; 8. W. Chapinville, 
Cr. S100; L. Pn. South Dower, N.Y. for Vol. 19, S100, 
J.C. South Egremont Ms. tor Vol 19, $1.00. B.S Van 
Deusenville, Ms. S100; G. D. Cincinnati, O. tor Vol. 17, 
S100; W. H. A. Stephentown, N. ¥. for Vol. 19, 81,00 
J. H. Augusta, N. ¥.81,00; W. TT. M. Fowler, N.Y for 
Vol. 12, 81,00; J. Fo Hobart, N.Y. $1.00; B. G. Madrid, 
N. Y. $1.00; C,H. G. Marathon, N.Y. 81,00; TH. SH 
Malone, for Vol. 19, 31,00; AT. Anaquasscook, N.Y. 1,00 


Married, 


In Greenport, on the Sist ult. by the Rev. R. Sluyter, 
Mr. Abram Gordon, ot Greenville, N. Y.to Miss Helen 
Doan, daughter of Ezra Doan, of the former place 
idence of Mr. Frederick J. Barnard, 
by Rev. Di . Frederick H. Hastings, Esq. Attorney 
at Law, to Miss Franees F. Hosmer, grand daughter ot 
Mr. Prosper Hosmer, of this city 

At Austertitz, by Elder Brown, on the 13th inst. Mr 


atthe re 
Spr bute 


George W. Griffith to Miss Louisa Slauter, both of West 
ist bridge, Mass. 
Micd, 
In this city, on the 12th inst. Mr. Elias Hopkins, in his 
Hoth vear 
On the 12 1. Dp Gardner, in her 15th venr 
On the loth inst. Edgar G. sou of A.C. and Jane Macy 
ied Womor 
In Ghent id inet of Searlet Fever, Frazier, son of 
Wi mae } y Leggett, aged 2 years 
In Stockport. on the 7th inst. of Scarlet Fever, Thoma 
fi {Harriet Bate aged) vear and 6mor 
! New Leba » Sund ! lth inst {a 
, e ‘ Mir. Elam J ! v 61 ven 
WW a the 2c a | Wells not J ‘ 
\ > (a rn R. VW 1 ria 
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For the Rural Repository. 
MOUNT MERINO. 


The residence of Oliver Wiswall Fsq. to whom the following 

Poem is respectfully dedicated by the Author. 

MERINO mount, with wooded crest, 

Looks out upon the bleak North-west, 

Of daring frontand stalwart form, 

It bids defiance to the storm, 

And while its top the tempest braves, 

Its base is washed by Hudson’s waves. 
I love, fair mount, o’er thee to range, 

And watch thee through the season's change, 

In brightest hours or sternest mood, 

When skies ar | 


Wilds are 
In every dress, in every mien, 


fair or rude, 


In russet robe, or lively green, 
In suns that scorch or frosts that chill, 
I see about thee beauties still. 
When infant Spring with new-born charms, 
Has left old winter’s icy arms, 
To frolic in the wanton breeze, 
Or sing among the budding trees, 
O, how enchanting is the scene, 
To see thee robed in verdant sheen, 
Enriched with all the drapery 
Which springing grain and flowers supply 
Thine is po bare and barren soil 
That mocks the h urdy hand of toil, 
A flinty ledge, or beetli 
Refusing herbage 
But all adown thy s] 
l crowned he jolt to Hn 1 
In pasture lands or gra 
A full return thy bount 
Well pleased 


To rove among thy wild spring flowers, 


rock, 
ying si le 
. 

From Wor 


in clad helds 


To culla nosegay fresh and fais 
And wreathe a chaplet for the hau 


©; bask me 


in some sunny spot, 


Till time and place are both forgot; 
While quite absorbed in fane y's dreams, 
The ground around Elysium seems, 


Nor rouse mnie 
Awakes me from my trance of b 


till the wind’s rude k 


To shew me I am still on earth 
And linked to things of mortal birth. 
When Summer's suns with fery 


UL; on the 


Tis then I seek thy welcome shades 


lowlands fiere 





And peep out through thy forest glades 


mossy b ink I ile, 


Or on some 
To note the charms that meet my eye. 


But how describe each beauty there? 


Or how select where a s fair ? 
Beneath my feet rolls Hudson's stream 
As bright, as « ilm, ay mo00n t j 
The laggard sloopsas tranquil rest 


As infants on 


Wi ie every cor ] the 


a mother s breast, 


And now the s fast 
H scours l S i t 
Jutere h th vestern sk 


O could nh muse but take het fl ght 
As lofty as Merino’s height 
Or could my even nu 


As smoot 


mbers flow 


has Hudson's stream below, 


I then might hope my humble name, 

Would not unheeded be by fame, 

Zit live, with deathles things allied, 

Merino’s mount and Hudson's tide! 
'Tis sweet in Auturon’s sober hour, 


Ere blustering winds assert their power, 


To roam with car opy o’erspread 

of varie d hue, brow n, yellow » re l, 
The waning vear’s last gors 
The victim decked for sacrifice 


eous dyes— 


I love thy forest paths to thrid 
By rustling leaves from eye-sight hid, 
And mark the strange 


’Mong 


aiarm that reigns 
t those who dwell in the 
The whirring partri els ryprize 
With ne tread—and off she flr 
1 
The 


frisky squ re) chatterit ~_ 


Stern Winter frowns upon thy brow, 
What charn Merino, now | thou? 
The snow y mantie onthy breast 
Proclaims that isnow aty Se 
No s put ls of joy t e puls Ssthirill, 

The streams are chaine the forest stil] 
Save wheretl wind With bollow ivae 
Is chanting forth a funeral «i : 


‘ olf rin, 

And wh nd Wint 
soon to 

\ , fuirmou t ttl t 
Anen re | uel 
A o } 
To th rforh 
New t ‘ 
Ko s fa 


| - 
| For the Rural Repo 
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tory 


Written for a Friend at parting. 


Lire has its of winter ai f " 
Whena sli is the d ' 

Whi | es f Nitto 
And all is ur Wii fl t 


And there are hearts of stone, and nerves of steel, 
Which wanton with affections finest strings; 


Which rudely 


And scatter thorns in paths where | 


crush the joys we faintly feel, 


" . 
jeasure SB) ngs. 


Yet here and there a verdant spot appears, 
Wher 


And syiny athy to light thi 


kindred minds in sweet ¢ 


Draws heart to heart, and mingles friend wi 


friend, 


And k Lith can point the eve he vond the tomb, 
To worlds where 


Where fl 


And odors 3} ad beneath uncha ’ * SKie 


cl uds ot sorrow never rise 3 


Were ot and bliss perpetual bloom, 


If parted far, and doomed no more to meet 
Till Heav: n’s loud trum 


to shore 


) shiall yund from shore 
ont May Merey's Angel guide our wandering feet 
Where parting sounds shall | 


Townsend, Mass. 1842 Ss. B 


ninthe ear no more 
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LINES 


To one who will understand there 


BY ¢ ( 
AND \ tare } y\ ! 
Ma t ! { ‘ | 
1 fi t | lwie 
lin ‘ t t 
Wi t i ibs rine, 
Ano »proyeal " 
1 ‘ 1 f 
Or} t ¢.. 1 a 
Lhiad ! hi told ta 
I 
th Thatkind ' t, would fa 
} Int t c ! : 
> | i t ] 
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Pictorial Tlustrations of the Bible. 

Just Pub nal fe i! tthe Publisher's prices, at 
this Office, tt Piird Volume of the above work, contain 
it Ue ie vial Dustrations of the Holy Bil md Views 
in the Tlolyv beat WM. BL. STODDARD 

om ee? > 17 ‘pry ’ 
RURAL REPOSITORY, 
is pup HED AT HUDSON, COLUMBIA COUNTY, N. ¥. BY 
WILLIAM B. STODDARD. 


THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be devoted to Polite 
’ ‘ L.ite ure ‘ t ning Ml " : ad Se timental Tale 

Orivi ( umn cations, Biography, Traveling Sketches 
\ eM lanv, Unn ined Tistoris Anecdotes, 
Useful Re ¢ Pootrv, &c. & It will be yo ished 
every other Saturda in the Quarto form. embellished 
with numer hi 4 Iw contain twet “IX 
numbers of «¢ it pages cach, with title page and ex 


One Dollar per annum, tsvartarry os 


. AD oF rr i us #} ) tree of 
. | we, shale ‘ SIN Coy 1 en it 1 
7 D oe " we i ve THIRTEEN 
{ PWHEELVE ¢ , i ne we v 
r the lit " ] Itt r | » Verltnnre 
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